North, and the loud noises of a tempest, and yet never
be broken.

So have I seen the Sunne kiss the frozen earth which
was bound up with the images of death and the colder
breath of the North; and then the waters break from
their inclosures, and melt with joy, and runne in usefull
channels; and the flies to rise againe from their little
graves in walls and dance a while in the air, to tell that
there is joy within and that the great mother of creatures
will open the stock of her new refreshment, become use-
full to mankinde, and sing praises to her Redeemer.

God is glorified in the Sun and Moon, in the rare
fabrick of the honeycombs, in the discipline of *Bees, in
the oeconomy of Pismires, in the little houses of birds, in
the curiosity of an eye, God being pleased to delight
in those little images and reflexes of himself from those
pretty mirrours, which like a crevice in a wall thorow
a narrow perspective transmit the species of a vast
excellency.

JEREMY TAYLOR (from Sermons)

I set out one morning before five o'clock, the moon
shining through a dark and misty autumnal air, and got
to the sea-coast time enough to be at the sun's levee. I
saw the clouds and dark vapours open gradually to right
and left, rolling over one another in great smoky wreaths^
and the tide (as it flowed gently in upon the sands) first
whitening, then slightly tinged 'with gold and blue; and
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